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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Ninety-one in the shade! Nearly as hot as the 
hottest we’ve had. Thought I’d go for a sail as far as the South 
Pacific, just to have a look at that island that keeps appearing and 
disappearing. Sort of sea-serpenty way with it that is very 
interesting. 





LOST AND FOUND. 


They sometimes find it floaving, 
While at other times they fail, 
This time they have been noting 
That it’s ‘‘ very like a whale.”’ 
For me—I simply smile and 
Say its title ought to be 
“The intermittent island 
Of the South Pacific Sea.”’ 


Nice and cool on the sea, however, so kept there by joining the B 
fleet for the manceuvres until a fog came down, and we were in 
danger of bumping each other. Then I left them, and opened the 
Chester Musical Festival, also the Empress (Ladies’) Club, and then 
went and had alook at the South Kensington art students’ prize 
work chez lui. Took a run down to the Crystal Palace for a refresh- 
ing sniff at the carnations on show; closed the Pan-African 
Conference at the Westminster Town Hall, and later on helped Sir 
aan Irving distribute awards to R.A.M. students at Queen’s 
all. 


Thursday.—Cooler. Took 250 Americans to see the Pope. Dined 
with the Royal College of Surgeonsin celebration of their centenary 
at Lincoln’s Inn. 


Friday.—Thunderstorms — lovely thunderstorms. Ostenders 
complaining that, in consequence of Belgian rudeness about the 
Boer war, English people aren’t paying visits to them this year, 
and everything is dreadfully slack ! 


THEY SHOULD CHANGE THEIR (R)’ABITS! 


The Belgian baited the Brit, 
Beset with pro-Boer insanity-- 
He screamed, and he tore, and he bit 
And howled about “ vile inhumanity.” 
And now he bewails the effect 
Of his silly, purblind imbecility— 
What else did the creature expect 
From such Ostendtacious ’ostility ? 


Dined with the Bars of England and America in the Middle 
Temple Hall at the banquet given by the former to the latter. 
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Saturday.—Went to Lady Randolph Churchill’s wedding—being 
also Mr. Cornwallis-West’s. Went over to Paris and helped Presi- 
dent Loubet to receive the Shah. Looked a bit weary and bored, 
the latter, I thought. 

A BORED MEETING. 


The jewels glitter on his chest, 
And sparkle on his sword, 
And he sits up, dressed 
In all his best, 
But he does look ‘‘ awful bored.” 
He slowly bows to left and right 
To those who cry ‘‘ Hoorah !”’ 
If it wasn’t quite 
So impolite 
You’d think he’d mutter ‘“ Shah!” 
Ha! ha! 
‘ You’d think he’d mutter ‘“‘ Pshaw!”’ 


Dined with a number of my craft in honour of Mr. E, F. Knight. 


Monday.—Went to back up Mr. Watts’ interesting and clever 
idea, and help ‘‘ open ” the cloister and new land of the ‘‘ Postman’s 
Park” (otherwise the Aldersgate Public Gardens). Central Rail- 
way opened—think it’s going to be a ‘‘ boon,” but it has managed to 
have a lift accident and a considerable hitch already. 


ALL RIGHT PRESENTLY. 


The Central London Railway 
Intends to be a boon ; 

Though in a hushed and pale way 
We'll speak about it soon. 

A lift has shown a fail way, 
A hitch its way did mar— 

The Central London Railway 
Has started with eclar ! 


Dined with the West Indian cricketers at the Kennington Oval. 


Tuesday.—Suddenly determined that I wouldn’t do anything 
or know anything about anything to-day. Felt like having «a 


holiday. Had it. 
RECKLESS. 


I’m going out on strike— 
I am—*“ perdition seize me ! ”’— 
I’ll just do what I like 
As long as it shall please me. 
The sun is very hot, 
The air is still and hazy, 
And so—I tell you what— 
I’m going to be lazy. 
THe SPorrer. 














Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No contributions can be returned 
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Chee i may be, cocky; J'm dahn ‘ere fer a month!” 


OVERHEARD AT WALTON-ON-THE-NAZE. 
Knerget nk Holiday).— My friend, give not your whole time to pleasure; remember, we are here to-day and gone 






































Shocking ! 


THE cefer l'eaton Drakoufes, a member of the 
Socialist Colon, >i. oad, Gloucestershire, when charged the 
other day with abroad in a state of nudity, was that the 
state of heu’i dered it necessary for him to take sun and 
rain baths. Of , such a plea did not wash. By inflicting a 
fine, the m > showed that they will mot countenance such 
nude dey \lr. Drakoufes may have grievances against 
society, but it is be himself who stands in need of re-dress ! 
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Terrible Temptation. 


"ny hot weather is responsible for many strange departures. One 
day last week Mr. Justice Mathew appeared in the Queen's Bench 
Division without his wig, and intimated to the legal gentlemen 
present that they could, if they liked, follow his example. It was a 
daring experiment. I imagine the effect upon the irrepressible 
idiot in the gallery who was yearning to hurl at the uncovered heads 


of judge an@ counsel that mad and meaningless inanity, ‘ There’s 
air!” 


Bits of China. i 

It is reported that Li Hung Chang is in his dotage, in slang 
parlance, is ‘‘a button short”; and Yu Luis also a button short, 
inasmuch that he has been degraded and “deprived of a button, 
whatever that may mean. 

Whether the Legations are safe or not, the Chinese have made 
pretty ‘‘ Ketteler of fish’ by murdering the German Minister. 

Talking about fish, the story about Mr. Conger is a very “ fishy 
one, and the net result is that we’re as wise as we were before. 

The messages from the Governor of Shan-tung (it ought to be 


Sham-tongue) are full of li(e)s; for instance, that one about the 
messenger travelling 600 li a day. 


——— 








Indignant Fishmonger to Sanitary Inspector (who has been sur- 
veying his flat fish exposed for sale). —“ What right ‘ave yer to come 
ere?” 

8. I. (holding his nose and pointing to one specimen) .— “‘ Because 
it is a ‘ pla(i)ce within the meaning of the Act.’ ” 
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Optimistic. | 
[Two Boer merchants from Pretoria, 
who are at present staying at Macha- 
dodorp, have offered a reward of £150 to 
the first burgher who succeeds in re- 
hoisting the Transvaal flag over the 
Government buildings at Pretoria.] 


Ir seems their hopes will never flag 

Once more they think will float their 
‘me 3 

After flag-ellations they’ve got, 

To talk like this is “‘ tommy rot.” 














The Chinese Creed. | 


OF late a reputation China’s earned 
For vile duplicity and dark delusion, 
From which it’s pretty evident she’s 


turned 
Her principles Confucian to confusion ! 








Unsuspended ! 


[During the recent spell of hot 
weather members were seen on the 
terrace of the House of Commons, not 
only without their coats and waistcoats, 


but even minus braces, ] 


ALTHOUGH to walk about unbraced 
Beneath the Clock Tower may be 
splendid— 
What if the Speaker proved straitlaced, 
And ordered them to be suspended ! 





x 


A Good Schoolgirl. 


[Lady Sassoon recently presented a girl 
named Ellen Finnis with a gold medal 
for attending Sandgate National Schools 
for nine years without having been 
absent or late during that period. | 


A FEW more good schoolgirls like this 
Would be a perfect boon, 

Never does she her teachers ‘‘ Sas(s),”’ 
And always arrives Soon ; 

So it is fitting, in our eyes, 
Lady Sassoon should give the prize. 











= _ — ————— 





- The Reason. 


[Some of the members of the Birming- 
ham City Council are Quakers, and they 
are against the conferring of the freedom 
of the city on Lord Roberts. | 


A QUAKER is a man of peace 
(Of ‘pieces ”’ oft a taker) ; 
And then we know that our brave 
** Bobs ” 
Has never been a quaker ! 
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AN OPINION. 
Marcelle (to her friend).—‘‘ With all these foreigners about for the Exhibition, it’s 


hard to tell who you are dealing with. In general, if the fellow is coy, and appears to be 
a deaf mute, he’s an Englishman. If he speaks in English, he’s a Frenchman probably. 
But if he talks in French, you may bet he’s a German.” 
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A Vegetable Revival. 


OvRk contributor, Mrs. Oakley, i ing 7 4 : : 
her garden at Wilkary Lown, tove, —- a reggae, By aah pox saries. The revolving wheel of Time has just marked the forty-ninth. 
this lady wrote verses anent the finding in an Egyptian Mummy birthday of agg vata peed pg wg waste = pr 

; fan Of : : day not the bloomer!), pas by absolutely without notice. 
Far nanan meee cutlwanions ly 9 Wingeod tem of hortiadl- Parbave the possi cet ladies of England consider the custom is 


turists, actually turned out to be the ancient Egyptian sweet pea. 
The wipe was exhibited at the Windsor flower show and 
brought to-the notice of Her Most Gracious Majesty, who was much 
impressed with this instance of vegetable vitality after so many nae 
thousands of years of dormancy. How Mrs. Oakley obtained some A 

of the precious seed is a profound secret, She is now the fortunate eanisat 
possessor of a vigorous living specimen, which is blooming prolifically 
and wafting sweet odours profusely. Verbwm sap. 


Bloomers! 
Tue thoughtless world knows nothing of its greatest anniver- 


better honoured in the “ breech ” than in the observance ! 








Q.—What are the two principal things China is noted for? 
4.—Tea and Sin (Tientsin). 
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A Bank Holida, Strike. 
Sik ’Arnky Caupsr SAN} MA? 


‘ 


"RE a flirty voun 
Yes, that’s just what 


| your Leader he thinks 
You've been going t 
hy 


‘ 


{ 17° 
You're awa on !—ahe 
Well- your character's gone- 
And I'm foreed to condemn 
Your absurd goings on ! 
You were flirting with Grey, 
Aye, I tell you so, ilat— ~ 
And I really must say 
That [ cannot have that! 
I must have your whole heart, 
You must cling, Miss, to me— 
Or from you I must part— 
Then how lonely you'll be. 
For I lead a vast host, 
And we mean to advance— 
If we part you've no ghost, 
Aye, no ghost of a chance. 
I'm a wit and a beau. 
And I'm certain to score 
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_ I'll try and take a pretty photograph, if I can!” 





As for Grey, don’t you know, 
He is plain and a bore! 
And if J find you walk out with him— 
You wont walk out with me any more. 


IMPERIALIST LIBERAL (in feigned 
alarm) :— 


Oh my, ‘Arry, don’t scold, 
And don’t glare with your eyes— 
For it makes you look old, 
And your beauty I prize! 
We have loved, you and I, 
Though ’twas under the rose-— 
Let us love till we die— 
Bless you, noboby knows ! 
People fancy that you’re 
A Gladstonian Rad; 
That you think you’re secure 
"Neath the banner of ‘‘ Fad” ; 
That you'll go to extremes 
In your “ Programs ”’ to be ; 
But—well—nobody dreams 
You've been thinking of me, 
Though I go my own way 
Ill be loyal and true: 
When I’ve walked-out with Grey 









I will walk-out with you; 
For my ’Arry I feel 
An affection intense, 
For he’s truer than steel, 
And his wit is immense; 
And to walk out with him is delightfy). 
But who wants to sit on the fence! ’ 


Sir ’ARRY CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 
You're a jilt, you’re a jade, 
You’re—I cannot say what— 
But I’m really afraid 
You’re an awful bad lot. 
With my heart at your feet 
You at football must play, 
Though with kisses you greet 
That impertinent Grey. 
With a Leader, you know, 
You have ventured to flirt, 
And you’ve struck such a blow 
That his feelings are hurt. 
Though I worshipped your name 
‘You have cast me aside, 
And your treacherous game 
Is a blow to my pride. 
With Primrose and Grey 
In the dark you can leap; 
You have cast me away, 
And away I shall keep. 
You have treated my love 
With impertinent doubt— 
And I’m really above 
Being hustled about— 
So in future when you are out wal‘ing, 
By myself, I intend to ‘ walk-on.” ! 


IMPERIALIST LIBERAL :— 


Then I’ll wish you good-day ! 
And I’ll wish you good luck— 
Though to win your own way 
You’ll want wisdom and pluck, 
But your wisdom is stale, 
And of pluck you’ve a lack ; 
So I think you’ll not fail 
To desire me back. 
On the fence one can’t sit 
If one’s anxious to rise— 
And a too cautious wit 
Seldom captures a prize. 
‘“‘ Nothing risk, nothing gain,” 
You will find’s commonsense— 
And your tears will be vain . 
When you’re left on the fence. 
For the days have long gone 
When such tactics could pay— 
And the world’s moving on— 
By-the-bye, sois Grey. , 
Even I cannot rest, 
For there’s work I must do— 
So it must be confessed 
Iam moving on, too! 
What ? Walk out witha fence-sittcr! 
Walker ! 
No more sitting or walk out with you! 














Bank Holiday. 
By a Crty CLERK. 


WHEN you're fairly sick of working, 
But dare not do any shirking, 

And you have an intense lurking 
By the sea to “‘ do the grand,” 
Then a holiday’s a blessing, ’ 
And all thoughts that were distressing 
Vanish on the Sat, you’re dressing, 
For the time is near at hand ! 


When your throat is dry and dusty, 
And the officé air is musty, : 
And the “ Boss” is rather “ crusty,’ 

What aboon’saholiday! 
Down the pen you’ré quickly flinging, 
And with steps joyous and swinging, 
And the latest comic singing, 

To the station, and away ! 
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A BANK HOLIDAY STRIKE. 


IS BACK ON IMPERIALIST LIBERAL “ PARTY”).—“NO, MISS; AFTER YOUR GOINGS 
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AT CHAP, GREY, ’LL NOT ‘WALK OUT’ WITH ¥OU ANY MORE 


-B. (TURNING 


SIR H. C 
ON WITH TH 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 44.) 
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The “Fun” Club. 
EIGHTH MEETING. 


Ir was a Bank Holiday meeting, and the Company were In high 
spirits and light suits, and were chatting gaily about where to go, 
and how to go, and what to goin. Some said one thing and some 
said another thing, but all agreed that China was barred as a health 
esort for Europeans. 

. “7% cosine "cal Mr. Chamberlain, ‘what made Bannerman 
run away the other evening? He was gone In & moment. 

“| was never more surprised in all my life,” said Sir Edward 
Reid. “1am a faithful follower, I hope—at the same time I like 
my leader to follow me-——”’ 

“ Precisely,” said Sir William Harcourt ; “so do I!” 

“You misunderstand me,” said Sir Edward Reid. ‘I’m much 
too faithful forthat--much! I was going to say that I like my 
leader to follow me into the same lobby.”’ 

‘ Well,” said Sir Edward Grey, “the couldn’t follow both of us. 
And comparisons are odious, and distinctions are invidious! ”’ 

“To be sure,” cried Mr. Chamberlain, “so they are. But what 
did he want to run away for?”’ 

‘Well, to tell the truth,” said Mr. Watson, “I bad it from a 
person who is in the know, and I’m told Sir Henry had to see a man 
about a dog! I put it into verse, and I shall have much pleasure 

iting it. J call it 

“Doaccep Dors Ir! 
Dbon’t talk to me of Rebels,’ Sir Henry fiercely cried ; 
| a Party (Question, which the public must decide. 

| e to tell you what I think, but all my mind’s a fog, 
des I really have to see a man about a dog!’ 


Don't talk to me of this and that, it’s very clear to me, 
iat Master Joseph doesn't earn his present salaree ! 

| had time I'd prove to you he's but a useless log 

it | must hurry off to see a man about a dog.’ 


ion my word, | think this war a (necessary) crime ! 
\nd |'d vote for or against it if 1. nly had the time. 
\ Boer’s a Boer I will admit, and vet he’s not a hog— 
it er—I must be off to see that nan about a dog.’ 


‘2 heard your pretty speeches bit they’ve not converted me, 
('m of the same opinion stil!, whatever that may be! 
('d tell you my opinion, but I’m in a frightful fog— 
And I have to seea Party in connection with a dog!’ ” 
mM, not ba said the Lia te, “or you yg 
chat was ‘hat.’ murmur rd Rosebery, ‘‘ Balfour said 
out a Constitutional-Sou!. 1 n teard of such a thing before.” 
‘Ah,’ said Mr Chamberlain four’s gone a good deal into 
Souls and things |) ¢ that. Pless ‘he knows. Anyway, he said 
Bannerman had a Constitutional Sul, so I expect he has. Good- 
ness knows what it's hke.”’ . 
“ What's the pood of i! aid Sir William Harcourt. 
“O} sed f@ureate, “you can sell it at bye-elections. 
I wrote : le yr) t! bec, ‘ 
Si ry Is really no end of a swell; 
h he very well on the whole, 
i piace, 1 oelevoed, he would willingly sell 
His | titutional soul!” 
- What's all this fuss in § aid Mr. Chaplin, with a Hermit- 
ilKt Trilie 
« Oh, it’s the King's you know,” said Lord Salisbury. 
“ Indeed, said Mr. | n, “‘ but even kings must marry.” 
“Yer but this affair 'e unconstitutional, most unhappy 
and \nexpected. \ in love with the lady.” 


How very improper uid Lord Rosebery, with a grin. 
‘Shocking! said the Lord Chamberlain, with a sigh. 


 Preposterous!"’ murmured the Lord Steward, showing the 


whites of his eyes. 
‘ Yes,”’ said Mr. Chamberlain, “he’s ‘ goi 
@S," SB : ‘ 7 8 ‘going to marry yum 
yum,’ just like an ordinary mortal.” aK eens § 6s 
7 I re done a little ode on the subject,’ said the Poet Morris 
"i ca — : 
‘“MARRY COME UP! OR, SERVIA RIGHT. 


‘* Alexander the Great was a very great man, 
Triumphant his progress, colossal his plan ; 
He marched across Asia 'mid salvos of cheers, 
And he conquered the world in a very few years. 


“ Alexander the Little is greater than he— 
As great. there's no doubt, as a monarch can be 
He but takes him a wife, and in less than two days 
rhe Balkans arise and the world’s in a blaze. ie 








‘« His father bewails—calls the lady a witch ! 
And everyone’s frantic whose name ends in itch ! 
And the warriors swoop from their hill tops like falcons; 
Oh, it’s marry come up when Kings wed in the Balkans,” 


“That was a funny idea of Wemyss,” said Lord Kimberley, 
‘Seemed to think the British Empire was going to collapse jp 
November.” } 

‘Salisbury was rather rough on him, don’t you think?” gaig 
Lord Rosebery. ‘‘ The man means well, very well.” 

“Yes, I must say,” muttered Lord Ripon, ‘that to say that the 
only catastrophe that could happen to us was from the shooting 
stars that were to be expected was decidedly cruel, to say the least 
of it.” 

‘«« Well,” cried the Laureate, ‘‘ Lord Salisbury’s not at all an 
alarmist, and hates scares and all that. I did a bit of verse on 
the incident, which I will read to you :— 


‘‘The Earl of Wemyss cried loud and clear :— 
af ‘We rush to meet our doom, 

And somebody we have to fear, 
I therefore ask you whom?’ 

Lord Salisbury at once replied :— 
‘We've very many foes— 

But which on warfare may decide, 
Well—goodness only knows!’ 


‘‘ Said Wemyss, ‘ I’m told that war there’ll be ; 
That when November comes 
Our enemies will cross the sea 
With martial roll of drums! ’ 
‘Indeed !’ did Salisbury retort 
And twirled an idle thumb— 
‘It seems to me a strange report— 
But let them all—er—come !’”’ 


‘“ T think I’ve heard that last line before,” said Mr. Watson. 
“ Well,” snapped Mr. Austin, ‘“‘ we can’t all be original ! ”’ 
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THE COOLEST SPOT. 
He.—“ This warm weather has decided me to go to Poland for 
my holidays.” 
She.—“ Why Poland ? i 


He.—** Well, you see, anywhere near the Poles is the best place 
this weather.” 
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“« Have you noticed,” said Mr. Courtney, ‘“‘ how the reaction has 
already set in. You don’t hear people cheering in the street now !”’ 

‘No, but you will directly they have a decent excuse,” said Mr. 
Chamberlain. ‘‘ A young friend of mine named Collings wrote a 
very pretty verse on the matter. I have it with me, I think. Ves, 
here it is :— 


‘“‘The Khedive’s gone and left us! 
War carnivals are done ! 
The ates have thus bereft us 
Of every chance of fun. 
A-Mafficking we want to go, 
We want to shout ‘ Hurrah!’ 
And so we cry to friend and foe— 
‘Oh, have you seen the Shah ? 
Pray send us on the Shah!’” 


‘Yes, the Shah will be a perfect God-send,” said Lord Rosebery. 
‘China and Africa, Africa and China, and so on day by day becomes 
a bit tirmg after a time.”’ 

‘It does,” said Mr. Kipling. ‘‘I turned out some verses which 
I call :-— 

‘‘THE NEWS OF THE WEEK. 


Monday.— Lord Roberts has met with another reverse ; 
And things are so bad that they couldn’t be worse. 
In China a general rising is feared— 
And the Pekin Legations have all disappeared. 


Tuesday.— Lord Roberts has captured a Boer and a gun— 
And Botha and Wet are once more on the run. 
The China alarm, it appears, was a sell— 
And the Pekin Iegations are all very well. 


Wednesday.— Lord Methuen has met with another mishap, 
And Buller’s division is caught in a trap. 
Li Hung Chang has determined to paint China red, 
And the Pekin Legations are most of ’em dead! 


Thursday.— Lord Roberts has caught Master Paul on the hop— 
And Brabant and Hunter have coilared a kop. 
In China it seems all is innocent glee, 
And the Pekin Legations are safe as can be! 


Friday.— Dundonald is captured, and Freneh has been caught, 
And Kruger a second-hand diadem’s bought. 
The Allies with each other are fighting like mad— 
And there’s really no news from Pekin to be had. 


Saturday.— Dundonald is safe, as for French he’s all right, 
And the end of the war Bobs believes is in sight. 
In China the Boxers we’re told have no chance— 
And the Pekin Legations are giving a dance. 


Sunday.— Bobs has made of Boer Convoys a capital haul— 
But the whole British Army’s surrendered to Paul ! 
In China the aim of the Boxers has missed, 
But the Pekin Legations have ceased to exist! ’’ 


The rival poets were about to criticise Mr. Kipling severely, but 
supper was called and bloodshed averted. 


Thus, using our judgment, we crawl yard by yard. 
Amazing things happen! our foes disappear ! 

Clear’d out frome the landscape in a wink of an eye, 
Down sixty-foot spruit they had dash'd without fear. 


Identical spruit, the ‘‘ Rhenoster’’ by name, 
Where foemen stole cat-like surprising our men, 
A regiment they captured, with Derby’s picquet ; 
This spruit, after winding, runs down the *‘ Val” then. 


We near’d soon the spot where the train was last wreck’d, 
And relics we saw of the precious home mail, 

Half burnt were the letters and strewn half-a-mile ; 
Our feelings imagine !—to tell this, I fail. 


The pictures of wives, and sweethearts most dear 

Were ruthlessly cut, and some stabbed with a knife ; 
The likenesses fair of sweet infants were there ; 

Our men vow’d revenge, though they forfeit their life. 


At end of a truck they had fixed a cartoon, 

‘Steyn, Kruger, and Cronje as beasts in the Zoo,” 
This anger’d our foemen, who thus wrote across, 

‘* See what the ‘ good English’ will soon do to you!” 


J. H. OaKLeEy. 














Surprises. 
WitH Lorp METHUEN FROM HEILBRON TO KRONSTAD. 


Now, siowly we are learning the Boers’ deep tricks, 
; Whene’er we can use them with any avail ; 
“As leech-like foes hung on our harass’d rearguard 
f We planted a maxim and planned to assail. 


We silently waifed for them to pass by, 
The nearest. two hundred yards only away, 

They simply seem’d stunn’d at our cunning-laid scheme ; 
And many were silenced, while turning at bay. 


Our foes play the “ Fabian game ”’; we follow on ; 
Forced marches are owr’s over stiff, rugged ground ; 
How bitter the cold of the frost-bitten velt 
For food, coats, and blankets, while waiting around ! 


’Tis duty, our gallant men know it full well, 
And heartily, blithely, go marching along, 

Still stepping together, oblivious of foes, 
They lustily join in a good rousing song. 


Explosions are heard; far away down the line 

The wreckers.are busy! Our rifles now start ! 
Artillery gallop, our Linesmen advance ; 

The Boers are in sight! We now each go apari. 





The Tribute of Jack Tar. 


BRITANNIA’S SAILOR PRINCE, DIED JULY 380run, 


1900. 


Kina DEATH a royal victim claims— 
King Death, who, stalking slily, 

Bears no regard for lordly names, 
Or titles sounding highly. 

The son our Sovereign Dame adored 
Was Duke and Prince and Karl 

Was Landgrave, Margrave, Count, and Lord, 
And Cleve and Berg: but churl 

And peer are to the garnered store 
Of Death an equal prey. 

And, lacking four of years three score, 
PsINCE ALFRED glides away. 

And cheeks in Britain’s Court are pale, 
While—for the love he won—- 

All foreign Courts alike bewail 
VIcTORIA’s second son ! 


But we—the “ silly sailor-folk,”’ 
Who in our ships go down 

To sea—think more of “ hearts of oak ”’ 
Than titles of renown. 

All blunt and bluff, and plain and rough, 
We bend no reverent knee— 

We babble forth no fulsome stuff— 
To men of high degree, 

Alive or dead! But now weshed 
Hot tears, as we reflect 

That nevermore will ALFRED’s head 
Be proudly held erect. 

And does his royal prestige thus 
Enlist our grief? Ah, no! 

One title only touches us— 
Our SaItor PRINCE lies low 


With hand to cap, and hand on heart, 
We beg our worshipped “Yueen 

To note our sorrow for the smart 
By which her soul has been 

So harrowed in her grand old age; 
For, though we're blunt and plain, 

Such woes the sympathies engage 
Of the toilers of the main! 

And, while amongst ourselves we talk, 
We tell ourselves if we 

Can but in ALFRED’s footsteps walk, 
The better men we’ll be. 

The Navy, by his loss made poor, 
His life enriches—since 

True pattern to each duty-doer 
Is England’s Sartor Purnce! 
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‘On Things in Genera].” 
By Mr, “ Fun’s”’ WaASHERWomay, 


WE all ’astens to simperthise wit, 
Her Most Gracious Magisty in th 
bereavement she ’as suffered in the logs 
of her son Alfred. Her ’eart is eye 
simperthetic with her people, and the 
always reciprocates.. May she bear it jp 
her ‘onnered old age. 

Anuther ’orrer ’as come over us, Poop 
King Humbert ’as fallen a victim this 
time. ‘Ow them ’Narkists ’ave dogged 
‘im. What’s to be done with such 
peeple? An example must be made of 
this Brassy lot. He ought to. be 
torchered as a warning to the other 
blaggards. Nothing short of pain ang 
sufferin’ themselves will stop ‘em. 

The fate of the Europeans in Pekin 
is really known; Sir Claude Macdonald's 
message is comforting. 

The Allies don’t seem goin’ on quite 
satisfactory, already there seems to 
be a little friction between 1, ap’ 
there’s sure to be until there’s a recog. 
nised’ead to the ’xpedishun; at presunt 
it’s a sort of toss-up—’ead or tail—as to 
who shall lead. 

The latest is that Baden-Powell is 
beseaged in Rustenburg. ’Owevecr,B.-P, 
is used to that sort of thing, an’ J really 
beleave ’e rather likes it ; anyway, I bet 

\ ee i |e ee a ’e knows ’ow to take kare of his:elf an’ 
” aa | | ES Re those with ’im. At the same time, “the 
— \ xe - SSH —ei affair is gettin’ rather monotonus,” as 

‘ ee the man sed who was goin’ through the 
weddin’ ceremony for the fourth ‘inie. 

It is to be ’oped that the thr atened 
strike on the Great Eastern -iailway 
won’t come to anythink, for sicha 
strike woud be a great blow to people at 
this time of the year; an’ if the men 
persist in strikin’ it strikes me that 
they won’t get much simpathy from the 
publick. I dersay the railway mon ’ave 
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PHONETIC. ‘ard lines in some ways, but so co all of 
Coerqgyncm (fo parishioner who is seldom at church).—“ What induced you to send for me, us at times in all stations of lifc, an’ 1 
Mrs. Johnson ‘ don’t beleave in strikes; as a rule, they 
folinson.- -““ Wot do 'e say, William ? ” only benefit the alligators [? “agitators.” 
oy wot tier deuce did yer send for ’im for.’’ —Epb. Fun.) 


—— Queen Wilbelmina of ’Olland is goin’ 

to be some ’appy man’s ‘‘ good old Dae 

i,aese Proverbs. or “good young Dutch” afore long; bu 
° verbs Fluent. I don’t know that the matter’s quite 
sittled yet. From all accounts, she’s 4 
nice yung gal, ‘‘just the cheese ’— 








ali a vot er - ‘ < 
, Dende ibout dead (Stammering men are four times as 
numerous as stammering women. } 














| 
worth two by | Dutch cheese—for a good ’usbing. _ 
| THIs statement, we believe, is true; This is the larst ’ollerday afore Christ- 
Stor nice to bite. Experience does teach ; mas, so “make the most of it,’’ like the 
[iia 1 sleep | We never yet a woman knew boarding-house keeper does wen she 
1 usas of duplicity. | Hesitate in her speech! spreads the butter. 
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1 ANDERSON?’S 
a} CITY OF LONDON 








| DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 
@ , ‘ | 
| OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
: CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 3 
e' 4 ' ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. | 
ft ” 0 GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
ae! For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
a3 ” - TAN GLOSS or ! 
Oh ‘ ” BROWN LE. « DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots to weal 
r. oh a : .. Ask any. Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you got them. ae ' eee 
13 ites 
ee Ss, SOUTH STREET, FIN SBURY, LONDON, E.C- 
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